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  “What is wrong, My Lord?” Queen Millicent tearfully asked, lying in the midst of the furs and silks next to her husband, King George. “Do thee not find me pleasing to thy eyes anymore, My Lord?”


  As she spoke she could see the king’s flaccid, lifeless penis lying on his hairy belly showing no sign of arousal although she was devoid of clothing. And she was a beautiful young woman. The most beautiful in the land some said. This had never been a problem before. Never in all of their eighteen years of marriage.


  “Alas, my dear, the problem does not lie with thee, I’m afraid,” the king muttered, reaching over, brushing the backs of his stubby fingers down his young wife’s cheek. “The surgeons do not know the reason for this sudden weakness of the flesh. They say it has something to do with my heart, but they do not know what. I think old age is beginning to overtake me, my Lady. I wish that it were not so…”


  “It is not my fault? Can I dress differently? Is there something I could do to revive it? The surgeons, they say there is no cure for this weakness of the flesh?” Millicent asked him, reaching down, brushing her long, slender fingers up the king’s dormant manhood.


  “Sadly, they do not think so, but they are scouring the testaments in search of a cure.” He frowned, running his fingers through Millicent’s long, dark hair.


  “Perhaps if the king were to vacate his bed more often. Take walks in the gardens outside, it would revive his spirit and, thee never know, perhaps it could revive other things too,” she smiled at him, gently grasping hold of his comatose cock.


  “Perhaps, my Queen, but I do not have the energy I once had.”


  “There is nothing I can do, My Lord?” she asked, her voice betraying her concern, as she leaned down and pressed a tender kiss upon the crown of king’s dormant member.


  “Perhaps, if you would, you know, if you would take it in your mouth, it might respond,” he guardedly suggested.


  “Anything…if it will please, my Lord,” she murmured. She had done this before for the king. It was nothing new between them. The king had always loved to have her take his manly weapon into her mouth and finish him that way. But this was different. It was not out of a yearning for something different. This would be out of necessity for there was no other way for him to obtain release unless she used her hand. But that did not seem to bring him the same pleasure and satisfaction she could bring him with her mouth.


  Then turning, laying down beside him, she rested her head on his belly. Easing her hand under his limp cock, Millicent gently lifted it up off his hairy belly and up to her lips. As she gently sucked him inside her mouth, she heard a soft murmur of approval vibrate through his belly…


  Was this to be the nature of sex for them for the remainder of time, Millicent sadly wondered as she softly sucked on the king’s uncooperative man-thing? She did not mind bringing the king to conclusion this way, but this did nothing to relieve the tension down between her own legs. And never, in all of their eighteen years together had he even offered to reciprocate in like manner. And now this weakness of the flesh had been going on for the whole of a passing moon. Did he not know that it was required by the tenets for a woman to have sex? If she did not copulate, the eggs in her womb could become stale and cause her bodily harm? Did he wish her bodily harm? She thought not, but without copulating, she was at risk for it. It was a dilemma for the young queen. And there did not seem to be a simple solution.


  Millicent could feel the king’s breathing picking up as his rotund belly began to rise and fall faster. But there was no change in the limp, lifeless flesh she was sucking on. No firming up as it usually did. Nothing except the king’s rushed breathing and the tensing of the muscles in his belly and legs. These usually foretold of the king’s imminent finish. Cupping the king’s balls in her hand, she lovingly caressed them as she began to suck harder. She felt the king’s hand on her head, pushing it down, his hips lifting, beginning to jerk up and down. She could sense that his time was near as her cheeks hollowed and she sucked harder.


  Then, all at once, he gave out a choking gasp and she felt his penis quiver inside her mouth. Suddenly, her tongue was covered in the king’s meager upheaval as it trickled out of the crown of his penis. Before the weakening of the flesh, he could produce a mouthful of his creamy outpouring, but now it was not so. Barely enough to even taste, she resentfully told herself, but she continued to suck, trying to bring forth more of the king’s syrupy sap, but to no avail.


  After a few moments, Millicent swallowed, letting the king’s flaccid member slip out from between her lips as she quickly pushed up beside the king. Wiping the back of her hand across her lips, she looked up and saw that his eyes were still shut as his breathing slowly returned to normal. His shriveled, drained manhood somehow shrank even more as it slowly dropped off his belly and down in between his chubby legs.


  Even though she did not mind finishing the king this way, it still angered her that there was nothing for her. Not even a mention of repayment.


  “Does my Lord have further need of me?” she tersely asked, swinging her legs off the fur-covered bed and standing up beside it.


  “No, my Lady. I am sorry, but thank thee for…” he mumbled, letting his voice fade into nothing, unable to finish the sentence or even look at her.


  “It was my pleasure, my Lord,” she deceitfully whispered, picking up her silken gown, lifting it over her head and letting it slither down over her youthful body. “Do thee wish for me to return tonight…to see if thee will be in further need of my services,” she indignantly asked.


  “No…my dear, not tonight,” he muttered, reaching down, pulling a leopard skin up over himself as he shamefully turned to face away from her.


  “Then I will return to my chambers,” she huffily told him.


  Walking down the long, dark hallway on her jeweled slippers, Millicent choked back a sob. What was she to do? She couldn’t go on this way. But no one else seemed to care…


  Tomorrow she would ride, she told herself. Riding Satan would bring her the relief she so badly needed…
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  Slipping out of her long, silk gown, Millicent stood in front of her mirror looking at herself. The past eighteen years had been kind to her. King George had taken for his wife when she was only fourteen and he was forty as was the accepted practice for the time. King George had been gruff and demanding when he had first taken her. She had immediately become pregnant and brought forth a healthy baby boy. Child birth had been easy for her and Prince Gavin had come slithering out of her with hardly a care world which had been surprising as many children her age had a difficult time with childbirth. It had seemed strange having a child at such a young age. At fourteen she had been barely out of childhood herself. But she had raised the boy, nurturing him and bringing him up under the guidance of her Lady-in-waiting. It had almost been like having a real, live doll instead of the stuffed ones she used to play with before her marriage to King George. Sometimes, it seemed as if Prince Glade were her younger brother instead of her son. But now that she was in her thirty-second year, he was a strapping young prince of eighteen. King George had mellowed as he had aged and Millicent had even come to love him in a strange grandfatherly way, aside from the sex which was now missing.


  But being married at such a young age and to a much older man had taken a portion of her youth away from her. At times she missed that. Missed being courted by a dashing young prince, falling head over heels in love with him, being swept of her feet and carried off to his castle where they would live happily ever after…


  Well, she lived in a castle she forlornly thought. As if that was some kind of consolation.


  At last, with a toss of her long, dark hair, Millicent turned from the mirror and padded over to her bed. Sliding under the covers, she blew out the candle and tried to go to sleep. But she couldn’t as she lay thinking about her predicament. She could see no answer to her dilemma. She was the queen. To be unfaithful to the king would be adultery. And one of the punishments for adultery was drowning. No, not a pleasant way of going, she thought to herself. But what about her eggs? Would they grow stale and rot? She was fearful that they might…


  Finally, after much tossing and turning, she felt herself drifting off to sleep…
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  When she woke, it was still dark. Or was she awake? Strangely, she could not move. What was wrong with her? This had never happened to her before. It was as if she were paralyzed. Try as hard as she could, her arms and legs would not work. What was wrong with her? Had some witch placed a spell on her? Or was it her eggs? Had they gone stale and rotted? Was this what the tenets had prophesized would happen if a woman did not copulate? She was terrified!


  She heard a noise. Straining with every bit of energy she could gather, she turned her head. There, out on the outer fringes of the faint light filtering in through her window, she saw movement. Was it someone? Or was it an animal come in from the moors to slay her and gorge itself on her flesh? She couldn’t make out what it was. She tried to move again. She still couldn’t and whatever it was out there in the darkness seemed to be moving closer. Trying to cringe back away from it, she could finally make out the dim outline of a body. Thank God it wasn’t some hideous creature come to kill her. A wash of relief flooded over her. She did not wish to be torn asunder and devoured.


  But what of the person? Was it a woman? Was it a man? Was it a man come to rape her. Come to have his way with her? Was it King George? Had the weakness of the flesh left him? Had he come to claim what was rightly his? The figure moved closer. Now she could make out that it was a man, but she could only make out the shadowy shape of his body in the weak glimmer of light. What was he doing in her chambers? Who had given him permission to enter her chambers? It wasn’t King George. The man’s build was too slender for her obese husband. More like a boy or young man, she frantically thought as the figure stealthily moved closer and closer. What was he going to do to her? Had he come to rape her? Would that classify as adultery? Millicent’s heart was racing. She felt light-headed from the adrenaline flooding through her bloodstream. She did not know what to do. There was nothing she could do. She could not move. She was bound to the bed with chains. Dark, heavy immovable chains holding her down, preventing her from moving. From escaping.


  Then, suddenly, the candle on her nightstand fluttered to life and now there was a flame flickering from its wick. How? How could that happen, she frantically wondered? Was it black magic? Was this man a magician? A worker of the dark arts?


  No, she dizzily thought as she could make out who the man was. She could see the man now. Or the boy. It was Gavin. Her son, Prince Gavin. But in the strange wavering glow of the candle, she could only see his handsome young face and his muscled chest glistening wetly in the faint glimmer of the candle. The rest of his body was still cloaked by the dark. It was odd. She could make out other things around him, but she could not see more of him.


  She strained to speak.


  “Gavin?” she softly croaked, her voice barely above a whisper.


  There was no sound for several long moments.


  “Mother,” he finally whispered, stepping closer to the bed. But still she could not see more than his face and smooth, hairless chest that seemed to be covered in sweat. Why couldn't she see more? Why was he sweating so?


  “Why are you here, my Son?” Millicent murmured, somehow finding the strength to speak, feeling the chains weighting her arms down shifting, weighing less.


  “I have come to satisfy your needs, my Mother,” Prince Gavin softly spoke.


  “My needs?” she asked. What did he mean? Her needs? Could he mean?


  “Yes, Mother, your eggs,” he whispered. “We cannot let them become stale, Mother. I do not wish harm to come to thee.”


  “But, but, you are my Son. How can you do this thing?”


  All at once, the candle flickered again and the room was filled with its light.


  And there it was. Gavin’s PENIS! His hard, stiff penis.


  Millicent gasped as she stared down at the vile, evil thing jutting up out of her son’s hairless groin.


  “With this, my Mother…” Gavin softly purred, his voice filling Millicent with a strange sense of peace and an ominous feeling of fear at the same time.


  Millicent had only seen one other penis in her entire life. And that was King George’s. Although she had no proof, it was rumored, by those who had seen King George’s cock, that it was one of the largest ones in the land. And yet, now, as she stared at her son’s penis in reverent awe, she saw that the size of Prince Gavin’s manhood was even greater than that of his father’s. Gavin’s cock was larger than that of King George. Thicker, longer, bigger.


  “But you are my Son…” Millicent complained, cringing back away from him.


  “But what of your needs, my Mother?” Gavin whispered, stepping closer, his cock twitching, twitching with his jerky movement. “Father can no longer satisfy those needs, can he, Mother?”


  How did he know this? How could anyone else know of the King’s condition? Only she and the surgeons knew. Unless the surgeons had told someone and it somehow got back to the prince.


  “How do you know of these things?” she fearfully asked.


  “I know, Mother. Is it important how I know, Mother?” he quietly asked, reaching out to her, lovingly brushing his fingers across her brow. “Is it not enough that I know?”


  He was right. What did it matter? He knew. And that was all that mattered. He knew of his father’s inability to please a woman anymore.


  “I suppose,” Queen Millicent softly said. The touch of his fingers upon her brow brought an odd sense of wellbeing to her as she found herself easing back closer to him. Strangely, she was no longer fearful of him. But why should she fear him. He was her son. He would do nothing to harm her, would he? In fact, wasn’t that why he had come to her? He had come to her to warm her eggs and prevent harm from coming to her.


  Prince Gavin stepped closer, the fronts of his muscular thighs brushing against the edge of her bed. Now his jutting penis was so close, she could reach out and touch it…if she were so inclined. Which she wasn’t.


  “Would you like to touch it, Mother?” Gavin softly cooed, his hand dropping down from her brow onto the slope of her breast as it swelled out against the silken flow of her gown.


  Looking down at her son’s hand, Millicent watched his fingers find the protrusion on her nipple tenting out against the soft cloth. He tenderly caressed it through the cloth and Millicent felt a tickle of excitement shiver down to her sex, filling it with a strange, upsetting warmth. Then she felt herself growing wet…down there. How could he touch her so intimately? He was her son—


  “Would you like to touch it, Mother?” he asked her again, leaning closer, curling his hips slightly, bringing his jutting maleness closer to her.


  “What?” she mumbled, shaken from her reverie by the soothing sound of his voice.


  “Touch it, Mother…” he murmured. “Touch my manhood. Touch the manhood you bequeathed to me, my Mother…”


  How could she refuse him? He had come to her to help her.


  “Yes…” she softly answered. Suddenly, she had this overwhelming urge to touch her son’s manhood. Looking down at it, she saw that its royal purple crown was covered in the outflow seeping out of the slit in its tip, shimmering softly in the fluttering glow of the candle. The thick, stiffened shaft below its royal crown was crisscrossed with ropy, blue blood vessels snaking around. It looked so evil, so masculine, so alive and full of virility, unlike the king’s now limp, lifeless, defunct member. It made her want to touch it. Feel its power, its energy coursing up from it.


  Now she found that she could lift her arm. She was surprised to find that it was no longer secured to the bed by the chains. The chains had dissolved into thin air. In fact, her arm were so light it almost lifted itself as her hand drifted up to the boy’s pulsing, quivering penis sticking up out of his smooth, tonsured groin.


  Then, just as her fingers brushed against its steely hardness, Millicent felt a tingle of charged excitement jolt up her arm as it sparked out from his cock. Then the energy quickly spread out into her chest, out to her small breasts, to her aching nipples making them pulse and throb with restlessness before flowing down over her belly to warm her wet, weeping sex. She had never felt anything like it as she lifted her other hand up to the energized thing. Curling both her hands around the evil thing’s thick barrel, she could feel the flow of energy coursing out over her body filling her with the thrill of it all. The need of it. She had never felt anything like it—


  She felt an inexplicable, overpowering need to do more to him, to it, for him.


  What had he meant that he had come to satisfy her needs? To keep her eggs from becoming stale? There could be only one way this could be done. But he was her son. That would be incest. And the punishment for incest was even more cruel and appalling than death by drowning.


  She wanted to take him in her mouth. She wanted to suck on his man thing just as she did for King George. Suck on him and bring forth his hot, creamy sperm as she did for the king. But that would bring her no closer to the answer to her dilemma than sucking on King George’s limp, lifeless cock. What was she to do?


  “Do thee wish to take me in your mouth, Mother?” Gavin whispered, his voice so soft, so low it had an almost mystical quality to it. It made her feel all warm and fluttery down inside her empty, aching cunt. Yes, she wanted to take him in her mouth and bring forth his seed. But still it would not solve her problem…


  “Yes, my Son, I wish to take thee in my mouth,” she cooed, squeezing his cock, feeling its addictive energy flowing out into her body. “Do thee wish for me to take thee in my mouth, my Son?”


  “Yes, Mother,” he answered, curling his hips further, presenting himself to her. “Take me into your mouth.”


  “But my eggs…” she whispered.


  “Have no fear, Mother. I will not forsake thee,” he murmured, his fingers tenderly pinching her swollen, aching nipple, twisting it, tormenting it.


  Trusting him, she tightened her grip on his manhood and deliberately bent it toward her face, her lips. Easing her tongue out, she licked her soft, silken lips, wetting them in anticipation of accepting him into her mouth. As her soft, full lips brushed against the hard, swollen head of his penis another jolt of energy surged through them to flow up into her reeling feverish brain. How could she do this to him? He was her SON—


  But how could she not? He was her son—


  “Mother…” he whispered, his hips curling upward, pushing the head of his mighty penis in between her pursed lips. His fingers were pinching her nipple harder. Her nipple ached. Her lips opened wider, easing down, slowly sucking the crown of her son’s penis into her mouth. Then her lips closed down around the head of his cock enveloping it in her accepting warmth.


  Gavin gasped. His cock lurched in her hand. Her mouth was suddenly filled with a gush of his manly essence.


  Queen Millicent’s loins suddenly burst into flames. She was finishing, too. He had not even touched her and yet she was reaching fulfilment as her whole body was awash with the pleasure surging up from her orgasming pussy—


  Then he was gone—
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  Millicent awoke for a second time. Or was it for the first time? It was still dark. But the night was losing its hold on the land and she could see the first faint, rosy tendrils of morning filtering in through her open window. Had it been a dream? She could still taste cum in her mouth. But was it King George’s sperm she tasted? Or was it Prince Gavin’s? She couldn’t tell. A part of her wanted it to have been real. Yet another part of her couldn’t. How could she want such a loathsome thing? Her own son? Prince Gavin? How could she? Yet, she could…


  But her eggs? Had they been warmed? If felt as if they had. She did not wish to become ill. It was all so confusing. So puzzling.


  Flinging the furs and silks back off her, Millicent swung around angrily pushing up onto feet beside the bed. Had it happened? Had it not? Then she remembered finishing just as her son had ejaculated in her mouth. But as satisfying as it had been then, she felt a strange need to finish again as she ran her hand down to her sex. She was wet…again. This was all so disconcerting. Everything was all amiss since King George’s weakness of the flesh had been visited upon them. Before it, King George had kept her eggs in a constant state of flux and no harm had befallen her. But now, were her eggs growing stale? Was it affecting her mind? She could think of little else. Or perhaps, it was her lack of copulation that was causing it. She was young. She needed copulation. Wasn’t it written in the tenets? And her husband, the king could not copulate with her. What was she to do? Who could blame her if she went astray? Wasn’t one supposed to obey the tenets? Wasn’t it also written that women’s wombs are “cold” and need constant warming by “hot” male sperm? In addition, the tenets proclaimed that if a woman did not regularly copulate, their eggs might coagulate and suffocate their wombs, thereby damaging their health. Therefore it was widely understood that women have a physical need to copulate regularly. Marriage was supposed to satisfy this need.


  But with King George’s weakness of the flesh, what was she to do?


  A ride. A ride on Satan could satisfy this longing for the time being she told herself…
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  The massive black charger was dancing and prancing, pawing at the ground as Millicent guided him out of the castle, across the draw bridge and onto the road. It was so restricting having to ride side saddle. She could barely move without threatening to fall off the skittish animal as she let it have its head, a little. She had always loved to ride and King George had presented Satan to Millicent on her twenty-first birthday. And now, at eleven, he was in the prime of his horse life, full of fire and brimstone and he would only let Millicent ride him. Millicent could feel the nervous energy flowing through him as he fidgeted up the road. She knew what he wanted, but that would have to wait until they were out of sight of the castle. So no one could see…


  Keeping the reins snuggly tugged, she somehow controlled him until at last they entered the woods and the castle could no longer be seen behind them.


  “Soon, my Satan, soon,” she softly cooed as she saw an outbuilding through a break in the trees. Guiding Satan up to it, Millicent dropped to the ground and led Satan over to a low-hanging branch beside a small patch of grass. Seeming to sense what was about to happen, Satan became even more jumpy and agitated as Millicent secured the reins to the branch and went hurrying inside the shed. Once inside, she flipped up her long, ankle-length dress and jerked her silk pantaloons down her legs. Sniffing them, she made a face and shook her head. Then with a mischievous smile, she stowed them in the saddle bags that hung from a peg by the door.


  Feeling a cool breeze brush across the fevered flesh between her legs as she stepped back out into the morning sunlight, she saw Satan look up at her and neigh. He knew what was about to happen next and seemed eager to get on with it. Smiling to herself, Millicent stepped up beside him and lovingly ran her hand down his sleek flank. He must have just peed, she smiled as she saw as his long, thick penis was hanging down out of its hairy sheath. Even flaccid, it made a man’s cock seem childish and immature. Then Millicent reached under the stallion’s belly…and unbuckled the saddle’s cinch. Talking softly, reassuring the charger, she pulled the side-saddle off his back and draped it across the low-hanging branch. The saddle had the king’s mark on it, so no one would be so foolish enough to steal it, even they were lucky enough to come across it hidden back in the woods as it was.


  “Are you ready, my Satan?” Millicent giggled, leading him up beside the branch. He neighed, nervously prancing and dancing, swinging his flanks from side to side agitatedly, seeming to know what was expected of him.


  Flicking the reins over his neck, Millicent quickly climbed up on the branch and threw her leg across Satan’s broad back. Then with a soft grunt, she quickly settled herself down onto him. She loved the feel of the horse’s warm, smooth skin pressed against the naked flesh between her legs. It was already making her warm and wet down there as she clasped her long legs tighter against his ribs and reined Satan back in the direction of the road that led deeper into the woods. Digging her heels into his sides, she urged him up to an edgy trot. Satan was prancing this way and that down the road, his flanks swishing from side to side, bouncing as he pulled at the reins wanting his head.


  Millicent could already feel the warmth spreading out from her sex as she struggled to keep Satan under control. The magnificent steed was already beginning to sweat from his nervous energy. Then she let out on the reins and felt Satan’s muscles flex and tense under her cunt as he picked up more speed heading down the road. Loosening her hold slightly more, she felt him break into a slow, contained cantor, but she could feel that he wanted to run. And she wanted him to run. Wanted to feel his muscles working against her sex. Rubbing her. Bringing her the release she so desperately needed.


  Wrapping her arms around his thick neck, she let him have his head and he sprung ahead thundering down the road at full tilt. His long, dark mane was streaming out from his neck, being whipped by the wind, lashing Millicent’s beautiful face, stinging it as she struggled to hold on. Her naked pussy was now bounding up and down on Satan’s heaving back, her secret place scraping against it. The pain from his lashing mane only added to the thrill of it, the excitement. She was getting closer and closer. Her own dark hair was trailing out behind her, waving in the wind as Satan somehow flew faster and faster.


  The thunder of his hooves, the excitement, the danger of being thrown off, the sheer perversity of it all. It was driving Millicent closer and closer.


  She was almost there as she rocked up and down on Satan’s back, her heels digging into his sides, her thighs tightly clamping the raging horse between them, her secret place scraping against the horse’s sweaty back. All it would take is a little more. Then suddenly, a large log loomed in front of them in the road ahead. She felt Satan’s powerful muscles gather under her, tightening as he collected himself preparing to leap over the log. Then he sprang into the air and landed with a tooth-rattling, butt-jarring, clit clapping crash. Millicent felt her loins erupt in flames as her brain was flooded with vivid reds, yellows, and oranges while her orgasm surged up from her spewing, contracting cunt. She was coming. The queen was coming as Satan thundered down the road faster and faster.


  Holding on as tight as she could, she let the orgasm ravage her body as Satan galloped down the road at full tilt. His huge hoofs were barely touching the ground as he flew over it while Millicent’s spasming clit scraped back and forth on his flexing back. It had taken her breath away as she desperately hung on until at last a satisfying peace settled down around her.


  “Whoa, Satan, whoa, big fellow…we are done—” Millicent calmly spoke, pulling back on the reins slowly, letting Satan gather his hooves under him as he slowed to a rocking cantor. His nostrils were flaring as he sucked in great breaths of air while Millicent pulled harder on the reins and he finally slowed to a controlled trot. Millicent’s legs felt weak from the rush of adrenaline that had poured through her bloodstream when she finished. It was easier to hold on to him as at last he dropped back down to a fast walk…and then to a slow walk as Millicent regathered her wits about her.


  Turning him, she guided him through the trees until the road was no longer in sight. Satan seemed to sense what she intended as he headed straight for the outcropping of rocks adjacent to a small meadow of grass and a bubbling stream. They had come here many a time for Millicent to recover after their rides. She would lay on the rocks to recover from her ordeal and let herself regain her senses. Then once she had done this, she would go to the pond which was just down the stream a hundred rods or so to wash the evidence of her fulfillment from her slippery loins.


  Dropping onto the ground beside Satan, Millicent had to clutch hold of his mane to hold herself up and keep from falling. Her weakened knees could barely support her weight. They were so weak.


  After a while, when she could finally walk, she flipped Satan’s reins over his head and let them trail on the ground so he could graze. Then she made her way over to a large flat rock where she usually rested when they came here. Laying down, Millicent reached down and lifted her long dress up around her waist so the sun could dry her down there. As she lay looking up through the trees watching the big, fleecy clouds slowly drifting by it grew quiet…and quieter…and quieter still…
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  Queen Millicent awoke to the sound of hoof beats on the road from the road they had just come down. Satan, she frantically thought? Had something spooked him?


  Jerking up, she frantically looked in the place where he had last been grazing. And there he stood, looking off into the direction of the hoof beats, his ears pricked, his big, black eyes sparking in the bright sunlight. It wasn’t him. Breathing a sigh of relief, Millicent listened to the hoof beats suddenly stop as she slowly sat up. The hoof beats had stopped just down the road, about where the pond would be. Who could it be? Did someone else know about her pond?


  Stretching and yawning, Millicent jumped down off the rock she had been sleeping on. When she did, Satan looked over at her and neighed, softly. She had planned on going to the pond and washing before she returned to the castle, but now someone was at the pool. But now, she couldn’t go as the washing she had planned was of a very personal nature. But still she wondered who it was that had come to her pool of water.


  As she pondered what to do, Satan dropped his head and started placidly grazing again.


  The pond was only a short distance away. Why not walk down there and see who it was that had disturbed the tranquil morning? Stepping over to Satan, she grabbed his reins and lightly looped them around the branch of a nearby tree. Making sure that he had plenty of room in the reins to graze, she tied them and slowly started off down through the trees and bushes toward the pond. Stepping as quietly as she could, she made her way down until in the distance she could hear someone singing. It was a male voice. A male voice she recognized—


  She stopped. It was Gavin! Her son, Prince Gavin—


  Now she had a decision to make. If it was Gavin, he might be bathing in the pool and if that were the case, he might be naked! She had not seen her son naked in ages. How long had it been? Then suddenly last night’s dream floated into her head. She had seen him only last night. Naked. And that is not all she had done, she guiltily thought as the image of Gavin’s penis suddenly filled her mind’s eye. She felt herself blushing as the warmth between her legs suddenly reared its ugly head once again. No, she couldn’t think that way about the prince. He was her son. But last night he had told her that he was there to satisfy her needs…and he had…in her dream.


  Was it a coincidence that he show up again while she slept? Was she awake? Or was she dreaming again? Holding her arm up in front of her, she pinched herself.


  “Ouch—” she quietly yelped from the pain. Yes, she was awake…this time.


  She stood looking in the direction of the pond for the longest time. She could the sounds of water splashing and him singing, only softer now. She turned as if to go back to Satan. She didn’t know what to do. She wanted to go, but it would be wrong, if he were indeed naked. It would be wrong for a mother to see her grown son naked. Wouldn’t it? Of course it would. But what if he wasn’t bathing? Maybe he had just stopped by the pond to meditate…or just pass the time of the day. Then it would not be wrong. Perhaps they could talk. They had not talked in some time. It would not be wrong to the queen and her son, the prince to converse would it? Surely not—


  Deciding to chance it, she turned back and quietly crept forward…in the direction of the pond.


  As she inched closer, Gavin suddenly stopped singing—


  Had he heard her? Or was he leaving? She stopped for several long moments, but heard nothing. Then the splashing resumed. Hurrying, she quickly made her way toward the splashing. He wasn’t gone. But he was apparently bathing. She stopped again. He was right there. Right behind bush in front of her. All she had to do was quietly part it and she could see him. But he was bathing, she told herself. He was probably naked. She shouldn’t look!


  Reaching out, she gently grasped hold of one of the branches and slowly moved it to the side. And there he was! Not more than a couple of ells in front of her. And yes, he was naked. But he was standing with his back to her and all she could see was his broad, muscular back and his firm, tight, round buttocks. She started to gasp at the sight, but luckily had time to cover her mouth as she stood staring at him in reverent awe. She hadn’t realized what a well-developed physique he had. But she had not seen him…naked, in such a long time.


  He was splashing water on himself, apparently rinsing the soap off as she stood watching him with a mother’s pride. The sun was glistening off his back, highlighting and emphasizing every muscle as it flexed and tensed. He would make a fine warrior, she thought.


  Then he stopped splashing himself. His left hand dropped to his side holding the washcloth while all she could see of his right arm was his crooked elbow. He was right-handed. What was he doing, she wondered? Then his right arm began to slowly work up and down as he held his hand in front of his belly. Or was he? No, he couldn’t be. But it most definitely looked like he was. Was he masturbating? Was Gavin masturbating? She couldn’t believe her eyes. Her ears were ringing. Her knees suddenly felt weak again. The warmth down between her legs was now back with a vengeance. Her heart was fluttering down inside her chest. She should leave. She couldn’t watch him do this. But her legs would not work. They were too weak. If she moved she would stumble and fall to give herself away. Not to mention the embarrassment she would inflict upon the both of them.


  She should look away then. She should not watch. But she couldn’t take her eyes off of him. There were no sounds other than the bubbling stream feeding into the pond and the obscene, vulgar sound of Gavin’s fisted hand jerking up and down his cock, slapping against his wet belly. It was disgusting, but Queen Millicent couldn’t deny the growing heat down between her legs. Quietly leaning down, she gently grasped hold of the hem of her long dress and slowly lifted it up around her belly to bare the naked, weeping flesh at the pit of her stomach. Then she touched herself down there. A spasm of heated excitement jolted from her secret place, up her spine and into her reeling brain. It staggered her. She almost fell. She couldn’t do that. She shouldn’t do that. She touched herself again. She nearly fell. She had to stop. Gavin was her son. Dropping her dress back down, she grasped tighter onto the tree she was holding onto.


  There were no birds singing. Only the raucous, sickening sound of her son masturbating. Suddenly, there was a sound of water splashing. Gavin had slipped on the slippery rocks. Arms flailing and legs churning the water, he struggled to catch himself. As he did, Queen Millicent suddenly saw that he had floundered around to face her. He caught himself and stepped to a safer spot. Millicent couldn’t take her eyes off his jutting, twitching penis as he stopped to regather himself. Glistening in the bright sunlight, his cock looked even more evil and foreboding than it had last night in the glow of the candle. Its great purple crown as big as her fisted hand; its thick pink shaft as thick as her wrist and as long as her forearm; the bulging blue vessels crisscrossing the shaft looked like blue ropes; and through the limp, sagging flesh of the pink sac hanging down below the evil thing, she could even make out the shape of his great balls bulging out against the limp flesh. It was the most frightening, threatening penis she had ever seen.


  Then to her disgust, Gavin grasped hold of it again and began roughly stroking it. The sick slapping sound was back, louder and even more disgusting this time. Millicent tried not to look, but she couldn’t take her eyes off her naked son. She could see that he had his eyes clenched shut. He was frowning. Water…or sweat was trickling down his face, dropping off his chin. The muscles in his chest and arm were flexing, tightening, relaxing as he stroked himself faster and faster. The muscles in his flat belly were tensed tightly as were the muscles in his legs. His breaths were coming faster.


  Millicent realized she had stopped breathing and took in a deep, shuddering breath, gripping the branch tighter.


  She could sense Gavin’s finish was drawing near as the sounds grew louder, his muscles tensing tighter, his hand moving faster. It was building toward a calamitous, appalling conclusion.


  Then, suddenly, his whole body went stiff. His penis twitched and a great spume of thick, creamy essence flew out of the great purple crown to splash down in the water in front of him.


  “MOTHERRRRRRR—” Gavin bellowed out. The sound was so loud, it frightened Millicent.


  Then a second big, pearly gob of sperm came spurting out of his cock.


  “Motherrrrr—” he muttered in a quieter voice as his hips jerked forward while his fisted hand continued to squeeze and milk his squirting penis.


  Another surge of his seed oozed out of the great purple crown and gushed down over his fisted hand.


  “Motherrrrr…” he uttered, almost in a whisper. “Forgive me,” he sobbed, still squeezing and forcing out the last few drops of his creamy essence.


  Then Millicent suddenly realized what she had heard. He had called out HER name! He had called out her name while he was climaxing! Mother! She couldn’t believe it as she stared at her son in stunned disbelief. Why had he called out her name? Did he have the same sick, twisted desire that had been haunting Millicent recently? It was insane. She wanted to run. She wanted to hide. She wanted to burst from her hiding place and throw her arms around him. She wanted to make love to him right on the spot. She wanted to feel his hot, male sperm shooting into her womb, warming it, making her safe and whole again. She loved him so much.


  But she could do none of these. It was forbade in the tenets for a mother and son to copulate. The tenets. The tenets forbade everything. There was nothing a woman could do without it being wrong.


  She still couldn’t move as she stood watching Gavin’s penis slowly wilt and droop down between his powerful legs, its purple crown dropping lower and lower while a long stringy strand of his essence leaked out of it to drop down into the water below. Then, as if waking from a trance, Gavin grabbed hold of his cock with the washcloth and began roughly washing it, almost as if he was angry with it.


  Quietly letting the branch ease back into place, Millicent inched back away from the tree. The soft sounds she made were masked by the splashes as Gavin went about finishing his bath. Her heart was still fluttering down in her chest and her weak knees could barely support her weight as she stole back down toward the glade where Satan awaited her. Her whole body felt numb…except for down between her legs where an ember was smoldering. A wicked, evil ember that threatened to burst into flames and rage out of control and consume her whole body…and soul if she were to touch herself.


  Millicent crawled back up on her rock and sat waiting, thinking back on what she had just witnessed. At last, she heard the hoof beats of Gavin’s horse as it slowly went trotting back in the direction of the castle…


  Racing back to the shed where her pantaloons now resided, she quickly re-saddled Satan. Then, pulling on her silk pantaloons, she realized she hadn’t gotten to wash herself as she usually did. But there was no time to do so now. It was growing late. She would have to wait until she was in her chambers back in the castle…
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  After her encounter with Prince Gavin at the pond, Millicent was in a state of panic. She did not know what to do with the distressing knowledge she had discovered. Before the problem had only been about her. Her and King George. But now, Prince Gavin had been thrust out onto the stage, front and center—


  Upon her arrival back at the castle, she was informed that the king wished to see her. King George rarely left his bed anymore it seemed and the only time he called upon her was to service him with her mouth.


  After bathing, Millicent quickly dressed in the sheerest of her silks and wrapped a royal purple cloak around her shoulders. Then slipping her jeweled slippers on her tiny feet, she quickly stepped over to the curtain hiding the secret door leading from her chambers into the king’s. The king had had it built many years ago so they could visit each other without anyone else knowing about it.


  As she stepped into the king’s chambers, she quietly closed the door behind her and drew the curtains over it.


  “Thee wish to see me, my Lord…” she humbly asked seeing that he was laying on his bed watching her.


  “Yes, my love,” King George told her, his voice old and frail.


  “Were the surgeons successful in finding a cure for the king’s weakness of the flesh?” she softly asked him, stepping across the cold stone floor and onto the Persian rug on the floor beside his bed. If they had and the king could become hard again, her dilemma would be solved and there would be no need to worry her head about it, she hopefully thought.


  “No, I’m afraid not,” he mumbled, patting the bed bedside him.


  “I am sorry…” Millicent murmured, reaching to her throat and plucking open the cloak.


  “It is not your fault, my love,” King George told her with a catch in his voice as the cloak dropped down off her shoulders to reveal her shapely, scantily-clad body under the thin silk. “So beautiful…” he whispered.


  “May I be of service to thee, my Lord?” Millicent softly said, slowly, deliberately peeling the furs back off the king’s belly to bare his limp, pathetic penis.


  The king’s cock looked like a huge pink slug that had crawled up onto his belly and died. It was loathsome, but he was the king…and her husband. She had no right to deny him. But she could also inform him of her needs, too.


  “If thee does not find it repulsive, my Lady,” he muttered.


  “No, my King, I do not find thee repulsive,” Millicent said, lifting her knee up onto the fur-covered bed and like a cat slinking up on its prey, slowly, deliberately crawling up on it beside the reposing king.


  “But first, my King, I must know what I am to do,” she said, stretching out alongside him, her knees brushing his shoulder, her head resting on his belly.


  “What you are to do?” he asked as she gently grasped his hand and lifted it off the bed.


  “Yes, my Lord. What am I to do about the tenets?” she murmured, laying his hand on her leg. “The tenets prescribe that say a woman must copulate and have her womb warmed by a man’s hot sperm, my Lord.”


  Then she eased her hand under his lifeless penis and lifted it off his belly.


  “Would the king allow me to take a lover to see the tenets satisfied?” she asked him, leaning down and slowly circling the tip of her tongue around the crown of his cock. As she did, she felt the king’s hand tighten around her leg, squeezing, his chubby fingers digging into her skin.


  Pursing her lips, she place a kiss on the rounded tip of his cock.


  “You would not wish for me to damage my health…would you my King?” she purred, giving the head of is limp cock a soft suck. “You know it is understood that women have a physical need to have sex regularly…so say the tenets. Our marriage has seen fit to satisfy both our needs in the past,” she told him, looking up at him, gently squeezing and fondling his wilted manhood with her fingers. “My womb is cold and in need of a man’s hot sperm to warm it, my Lord. What must I do?”


  As she spoke, she felt the king’s hand moving up her leg toward her sex. Sensing he was going to touch her, Millicent spread her legs apart for him. Then his chubby fingers found her sex, roughly fumbling, probing. As she breathlessly waited, a thick, stubby finger slowly pushed up inside her. It felt like a tiny penis, but it would not be enough to satisfy her need. And fingers did not possess sperm…


  “Your womb does not feel cold,” King George mumbled. “It feels warm and wet inside.”


  “Your finger only touches my cunt, my Lord,” Millicent murmured. “It is not of sufficient length to touch my womb…and it has no hot sperm,” she complained, clamping her pussy down around his probing finger.


  Opening her mouth, Millicent quickly sucked the king’s drooping manhood into her mouth. Roughly sucking on it, she cupped his big balls in her hand and stuck out her middle finger. Gently squeezing and rolling his balls in her hand, she flicked the tip of her fingernail back and forth across the pucker of the king’s fluted anus. He had always liked for her to do this for him in the past. As she did, she could feel his finger twisting inside of her, his other fingers pressing against her lips as he tried to push in deeper, but couldn’t.


  Hollowing her cheeks, she sucked harder while she centered the tip of her finger on his puckered anus and pushed into his ass.


  “My Queen—” he gasped, his asshole clenching down around her finger as she probed his ass with it. Then she touched the walnut inside his ass. As she did, she thought she felt his cock stir inside her mouth. Was he getting hard? Rubbing harder the knot inside his ass harder, she felt another shiver tremble through his cock. Sucking with more vigor, she felt his finger slide out of her cunt as the king grasped hold of her leg. His fingers were digging into her leg as the muscles in his fat belly began to quiver and shudder. He was going to come. She could sense it.


  Sucking harder still, she raked her finger back and forth across the hard knot inside his ass.


  Suddenly, his whole body shook as he let out a choking gasp and clutched at his chest. Millicent felt the king’s hot seed spew out onto her tongue as he made choking, gasping sounds. There was something wrong. He sounded like he couldn’t catch his breath. Swallowing, she let his penis slither out of her mouth as she looked up at his chubby face. It was purple. His eyes seemed to almost bug out of his head and now his arms were flung out to the sides, his fisted hands clawing at the furs.


  This was not right—


  “My King, my King, are thee well?” Millicent asked him, spinning around sitting up beside him.


  He tried to speak but couldn’t. She could see his lips moving but nothing came out but gasps. Then all at once, his whole body shuddered and stiffened for a moment. Then he went limp as his head rolled to the side, his tongue hanging out.


  He looked dead to Millicent.


  “My King? My King, are thee well?” she fearfully asked, reaching for his hand, clutching, feeling for any sign of life. There was none! The king was dead!


  It happened so fast. Millicent had not been expecting it. She didn’t know what to do. She panicked—


  Dropping the king’s lifeless hand back down onto the bed, she struggled to her feet beside the bed. Picking up her robe, she wrapped it around her shoulders. She didn’t want to be found with the dead king. Someone might suspect that she had done something to him. Think she might have poisoned him or something. She couldn’t risk that. She would let someone else find him. Let them think that he had died in his sleep. Hurrying over to the secret door, she quickly opened it and slipped back into her own chambers.


  Her heart was fluttering. He was dead. The king was dead.


  So, now what? Then it came to her.


  Gavin would become king!


  That thought sent her brain skittering. She would be the Queen Mother.


  She would wait. Wait until the king was found dead by his servants. They would inform her and she could never be held accountable for his death. If she was. Had she killed the king with her mouth…?


  But it was night. When his man servant came, he would probably assume the king sleeping and would not disturb him. It would probably be morning before he was discovered. She could do nothing but wait. And she did…
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  It had been a long night and she had not fallen asleep until what seemed like moments before the cock crowed. Millicent was awakened by the muffled banging of a fist on her door. Gathering herself she tried to remain calm as she hurried over to the door to open it.


  This was it she told herself, standing before the doors, taking a deep breath to calm her frayed nerves. Then with a flourish, she swung the doors open. It was Chaplain Mulhain.


  “Yes, yes, what is it. Why have you awaken me at such an early hour?” she complained, rubbing the sleep out of her harlequin green eyes. “Is something wrong with the king?”


  “Your Majesty,” the chubby chaplain mumbled, making only the slightest attempt at a bow as he was some twenty years her senior. “The king was found dead in his chambers this morning…by his chamberlain.”


  “Dead? The king! Oh, dear,” Millicent gasped, clutching her hand to her chest. “How did he die? Is it known?”


  “No, my Lady, not for certain…but his surgeon believes it was his heart,” the chaplain told her, reaching for her hand, clasping it in a comforting manner. “He did not suffer…”


  “That is good,” Millicent murmured.


  No, he had not suffered that much. In fact he had been coming in her mouth when he went forward to meet his maker. Probably not a terrible way for one to die, if one had to die.


  “Has Prince Gavin been informed?”


  “Yes, the Provost has gone to inform him, my Lady,” he told her, squeezing her hand in a soothing manner.


  “The king lived a good life…” Millicent sniffed, trying to cry but not finding the tears.


  “Yes, that he did, my Lady,” Mulhain mumbled, squeezing her hand again.


  “Well, I’m sure you have things to attend to,” Millicent said, pulling her hand back out of his. “And I must dress and go to him. Then I must make the arrangements for his burial. The weather is warm. We will have to proceed with haste…”


  “Yes, my Lady, that would be preferable,” the chaplain agreed, bowing slightly again, backing away as he did. “The council is to meet after the noon hour to perform the rite of accession. Thee need not attend as King George had already willed that Prince Gavin be the next king.”


  Although she had known this to be the case, hearing from the lips of someone else made her heart swell up with pride. Her son would be the king! Gavin, the King! It made her heart sing…
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  Queen Millicent and King Gavin slowly stepped before the casket of King George for the last viewing. King George looked restful in repose with his broadsword, Killer of Heathens grasped in his hands as it lay on his mailed chest. His beard had been neatly trimmed and the grotesque purple Millicent had witnessed at the time of his death had been masked by colored chalk.


  “He was a good man, your father…” Millicent whispered, clutching her son’s hand tightly as she turned to him and smiled.


  “Yes, he was, Mother…” Gavin whispered back, dropping to his knee for a moment before they proceeded on to let the court have their last glimpse of the dead king.


  After the burial, the court was gathered together for the coronation of young Prince Gavin…


  Millicent stood off to the side by herself as Prince Gavin stood before the throne with the Archbishop holding his sword, Slayer of Men, before him. Suddenly a hush fell over the chamber as the Archbishop waved his hand in the direction of the gathered royalty.


  “Sir, is your Royal Highness willing to take the Oath?” the Archbishop quietly asked.


  Gavin paused for the shortest of time to look over at her before looking back at the Archbishop and speaking. “I am willing,” Gavin told him.


  Gavin held his father, King George’s Bible in his hands.


  “Will you solemnly promise and swear to govern the Peoples of the South Lands, of Seerbia, of Groton and of your Possessions and the other Territories to any of them belonging or pertaining, according to their respective laws and customs?”


  More silence. There wasn’t a sound in the great room except for a couple of nervous coughs.


  “I solemnly promise so to do…” Gavin answered in a gravelly, emotional voice. “Will you to your power cause Law and Justice, in Mercy, to be executed in all your judgements?” the Archbishop went on.


  “I will,” Gavin murmured.


  “Will you to the utmost of your power maintain the Laws of God and the true profession of the Gospel? Will you to the utmost of your power maintain in the South Lands, the Protestant Reformed Religion established by law?”


  Prince Gavin paused again to look across at his mother. Millicent nodded, slightly.


  “All this I promise to do…” Gavin said, his voice barely above a whisper.


  Then Gavin, still holding “Killer of Men” before him turned to face the gathered lords and ladies. As he did, the Archbishop took the Bible from him and held it out in front of Prince Gavin.


  Holding the sword grasped in one hand, Gavin lifted his left hand up and placed it on the Bible.


  Then, kneeling on the steps, Gavin spoke in a loud, clear voice:


  “The things which I have here before promised, I will perform, and keep. So help me God.”


  “Here-here—” came a whispered murmur from the crowd.


  Gavin leaned down and kissed the Bible. As the Archbishop stepped back, Gavin pushed up onto his feet, turned and seated himself on the throne.


  “Our majestic King, be ever mindful of the law and the Gospel of God as the Rule for the whole life and government. And as a reminder, we present you with this Book, your father’s Bible. In it is wisdom. It is the royal Law.”


  The Archbishop then handed him the Bible. Gavin took it from him, held it in his hands and kissed it a second time. Then he handed it back to the Archbishop.


  “Please keep this most valuable thing that this world affords in a safe and honored place for me.”


  “It will be done, my King…” the Archbishop told him taking the Bible from him.


  The Archbishop turned to the priest standing beside him and handed him the Bible. Then he solemnly turned and picked up the chalice from the draped table behind him. Holding out the chalice to Gavin, he spoke again.


  “Behold, O God our defender: Look upon the face of thine Anointed, dear Lord. Keep his heart open. Cleanse his thoughts so that he may perfectly love thee, through Christ our Lord. Amen.”


  “Amen,” Gavin murmured.


  “Lord have mercy upon us,” the Archbishop intoned.


  “Christ have mercy upon us,” Gavin echoed.


  Gavin stood again and kneeled down on the footstool in front of the throne.


  Turning to the table once more, the Archbishop poured out some holy Oil into the Spoon, and with it made the form of a cross above the kneeling king.


  “Be thy Hands anointed with holy Oil,” the Archbishop said, dabbing his fingers in the oil and then touching them on Gavin’s folded hands. “And thy Breast be anointed with holy Oil,” he said, touching his oily fingers on Gavin’s chest. “And the crown of thy head,” he went on saying, “Be thy Head anointed with holy Oil as kings, priests, and prophets were anointed before thee. In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.”


  When the Archbishop finished, Gavin slowly stood once again, before returning to the throne.


  “Will Your Most Reverend bless this sword, so that I may defend out lands?” Gavin asked, holding out “Killer of Men” in front of the Archbishop.


  Laying his hands on the blade of the sword, the Archbishop looked up at the ceiling. “Hear our prayers, O Lord, we beseech thee to support thy servant, King Gavin, that he may not bear the Sword in vain but may use it as the ministry of God for the terror and punishment of evildoers, and for the protection and encouragement of those that do well, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.”


  The Gavin turned and sat down on the throne again. As he did, another priest mysteriously appeared carrying the royal Orb and handed it to the Archbishop.


  Holding out the Orb to Gavin, the Archbishop spoke again.


  “Receive this Orb set under the Cross, and remember that the whole world is subject to the Power and Empire


  of Christ our Redeemer.”


  Gavin took the Orb and slipped it into the holder mounted on the side of the throne just before another priest appeared carrying a velvet pillow and held it out in front of the Archbishop.


  The Arch reached out and delicately plucked a ring off the pillow.


  Holding the ring up, the Archbishop held it for all to see before turning in Millicent’s direction so that she might see too. Millicent could see that it was the same ring, with a sapphire upon a ruby cross that King George had worn all through his reign. Then the Archbishop bent down and eased the ring upon the fourth finger of Gavin’s right hand saying, “Receive the Ring of kingly dignity, and the seal of Faith and as you are this day consecrated to be our Head and King, so may you continue steadfastly as the Defender of the Religion; that being rich in faith and blessed in all good works, you may reign with him who is the King of Kings, to whom be the glory for ever and ever. Amen.”


  Then the same priest as before came before the Archbishop carrying a Scepter with a Cross, a Rod and a white Dove perched atop it.


  The Archbishop handed the Scepter to Gavin who took it in his right hand.


  “Receive the Royal Scepter, the ensign of kingly power and justice. Wield it with equity and mercy.


  Turning back to the table, the Archbishop finally picked up the crown.


  “All stand,” he said to the court as he stepped up in front of Gavin.


  There was a stirring, a scraping of chairs and a quiet sound of muffled voices Reaching out, the Archbishop held the crown over Gavin’s head.


  “O God, the Crown of the faithful: Bless thee this Crown, and so sanctify thy servant Gavin upon whose head this day thou dost place it for a sign of royal majesty, that he might he may be filled by thine abundant grace and kingly virtues. Amen.”


  Then the Archbishop reverently settled the crown on Gavin’s head.


  “GOD SAVE THE KING—” came the roar from the lords and ladies.


  At that moment, Millicent heard the guns in the towers boom as the bells began to ring out their joyous announcement.


  Gavin was KING!


  Then Gavin pushed up out of the throne and swung his arms out to the court.


  “Come, my lords and ladies, join your king in the Feast of Thanks,” he shouted and then stepped down off the dais. There were tables heaped with food at the back of the great hall and the king started to lead the way back to them. Then he stopped, turned and looked over at Millicent.


  What was he going to do, she wondered?


  There was a hush in the great hall as Gavin reverently stepped across the short distance to where she stood. He stopped, bowing with a flourishing curtsy. Then standing, he held out his arm for her to take.


  “Come, my Mother, my Queen Mother. Join with us in the festivities,” he smiled.


  “GOD SAVE THE QUEEN…MOTHER…” came a softer rumble from the gathered crowd.


  Millicent’s heart was about to burst with pride and love for this handsome young king as she walked alongside him to the two thrones at the head of the tables. Putting his arm out, he helped her so that she might sit in her own throne. The same throne she had sat in for the past eighteen years.


  “This is thy throne, my Mother,” Gavin whispered in her ear as she eased down onto it. “And no other woman will ever take it from thee…”


  Then he turned and sat down beside her.


  “Let the Feast begin—” he enjoined the gathered with a flourish of his hand.


  And so the Feast of the Thanks began…
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  As the Feast progressed, a storm came. The angry skies outside the castle flashed and rumbled as sheets of rain buffeted the cold, dark stones of the castle. Was it an omen? Was God angry, Millicent wondered? It was not a night out for man or beast as the festivities slowly came to an end. Those who lived within the castle walls departed for their chambers and those who did not were shown to the guest quarters.


  The guests and the young King Gavin had participated in many toasts during the night and was showing the effects of this as he started to depart the great hall. So much so that Queen Millicent had enjoined a couple of his man servants to assist the young king to his chambers.


  As the two servants stopped in front of the great wooden doors of King Gavin’s chambers, Millicent slipped under one of his arms to help. One of the servants slowly opened the ponderous doors and stepped aside as Millicent, Gavin and the other servant stumbled inside.


  “I am his mother. I can manage him from here,” Queen Millicent told the two servants as she led the inebriated king across the chamber to his bed. “Close the doors on your way out,” she called back to them as she let Gavin fumble down onto the bed.


  As she heard the doors thud shut, she waited until she heard the lock bar drop into place.


  “Stand up, my Son,” she softly told Gavin as he sat looking up at her with a boozy, befuddled look on his handsome young face.


  “Mother?” Gavin mumbled, slowly struggling up onto his feet in front of her.


  They both flinched when a sudden flash of lightning bolted in through the window, frightening both of them. Then there was a loud crash of thunder that shook the panes in the window.


  Shivering, Millicent reached up to Gavin’s throat and with a quick pluck unbuttoned his royal cloak and swept it off over his broad shoulders.


  “Sit,” she told him, turning and hurrying back over to the doors where she hung his cloak on its peg beside the doors.


  Looking back over at him, she saw that he was drunkenly weaving from side to side, trying to maintain his balance as he sat watching her. The reflection of the flames from the fire in the fireplace were softly glimmering across his face as the fire crackled and snapped.


  “Me thinks that perhaps the King had a wee bit too much mead tonight,” she softly laughed as she stepped back across to him, her long, flowing dress swishing from side to side.


  “Eerhaps,” Gavin mumbled, giving her a lopsided grin.


  “Perhaps…” Millicent laughed, bending over him, reaching down to the bottom of his satin tunic. “Mother is here to help you,” she murmured, giving him a soft kiss on the cheek just before she eased his tunic up over his belly and chiseled chest. “Hold your arms up,” she ordered him.


  Lifting his arms up over his head as any obedient son would do, Gavin let her pull the tunic off over his head.


  “Mother…” Gavin mumbled.


  There was another flicker of lightning followed by a grumble of thunder.


  As the tunic cleared his hands, Gavin’s arms lifelessly dropped to his sides, his hand resting on the bed.


  “What, dear?” Millicent asked as she folded the blue velvet tunic and laid it on the table by his bed.


  Gavin had moved into the chambers recently vacated by the late King George immediately after George had been laid to rest. And this was a good thing, Millicent told herself as she could slip back and forth between the king’s chambers and her own, should the need arise. Like tonight…


  “I’m sorry, Mother…” Gavin apologized. For what, she did not know. Perhaps for some unknown transgression he had apparently committed that she knew nothing of. Or, perhaps he was experiencing guilt for the feelings he had for her. She was his mother, after all. Then before she knew it, he had his arms wrapped around her hips, pulling her against him, holding her clutched in his muscular arms as he rested his cheek against her belly. “I love you, so much, Mother,” Gavin grumbled out against her tummy.


  A sudden rush of warmth spilled out from between her legs, heating her whole body.


  “I love you, too, my Son. You are safe. Mother is here. I will take care of everything for you…” she whispered, touching the tips of her fingers to her lips and then pressing them against soft, giving lips. It was then that she made her final, definitive decision. Yes, she would take care of everything—


  Wriggling her hips, she broke his hold on her hips and stepped back.


  “Now let’s get those trousers off—” she told him.


  Gavin looked confused. A faint blush spreading out across his cheeks.


  “But, Mother, you don’t have to do this,” he complained. “I am capable of doing this.”


  “It is no trouble, my Son,” she softly laughed, spreading out her hands on his shoulders and roughly pushing him down on his back on the bed. “I have done this many, many times for you. Why should it be any different now?”


  “But, Mother,” he fussed, looking up at her with an unnerved look on his young face. “I am a man now. You will see…” he started, but his voice faded off into silence.


  See what, she giddily wondered? See his penis? Why should that worry him? She had already seen it on two occasions, had she not? But he did not know this.


  “I know you are a man, my Son,” she smiled, reaching down and pinching the bottom of his trouser legs. She could see him anxiously watching her as she slowly began to inch his britches down off his hips. “I have seen,” she smiled, tugging harder, “that you are indeed quite the man.”


  Another sputter of lightning lit up the room followed by its always-present companion, another rumble of thunder.


  “But, Mother—” he objected. But this did not deter Millicent as the waist of his breeches momentarily caught on the lump of his cock before slipping down off it. Millicent stopped for a second to stare down at the crown of his cock as it sprang out from under the waistband of his braies.


  “Mother—” Gavin gasped, shoving his hands down to cover the offending member as the blush on his cheeks darkened to a royal purple.


  “You are much the man, my Son,” she whispered, gently pushing his hands aside and brushing her fingers across the crown of his cock.


  “Mother—” Gavin complained again as Millicent smiled and moved her hand away from his penis as she continued to tug at his britches.


  At last Gavin’s breeches slipped off over his feet.


  “There,” Millicent smiled, folding them and lying them atop his tunic. “Now these…” she said, pinching the bottom of his braies and giving them a slight tug.


  “I am fine, Mother—” Gavin sputtered, his cheeks darkening even darker.


  “And deny thy mother the pleasure of looking upon her son’s manhood? Thy have nothing to be ashamed of my Son. I have looked upon its stately presence when it was engorged and I was pleased.”


  “Thee-thee has looked upon it before?” Gavin muttered, staring down at his mother’s fingers as they plucked at the knot in the cord resting on the shaft of his penis, just below the purple head of his penis.


  “Yes, my Son…” she whispered as the knot finally unraveled and fell apart. “When you were at the pond…”


  “The pond?” Gavin wheezed, not believing what his ears were hearing. “You-you were at the pond?”


  “Yes, my Son, I was at the pond,” she smiled, brushing her fingertips down the length of the firming flesh still hidden under his braies. “Do you bathe there often?”


  “No, no, just the once,” he mumbled, watching her as she pinched the hem of the leg holes of his braies and starting to pull them down his muscular legs.


  “Then it must have been fate that put me there that very morning…do you not think?” she whispered, tugging harder. His braies were caught under his ass, trapped between his butt and the bed below.


  Grasping tighter, she pulled harder and finally felt them begin to move as the waistband of his linen braies began to slide down the thick, hardening shaft of his impressive cock.


  Sensing that further resistance seemed futile, Gavin dug his elbows down into the furs and pushed his butt up off the furs to free his braies.


  Millicent smiled as the band slid down his cock and onto his big balls.


  “With jewels the size of these…” she whispered, gently cupping them in her hand, “you must produce much sperm, my Son,” she told him squeezing them tenderly. “Much sperm to warm a woman’s womb.”


  “Mother—” Gavin gasped, squirming uncomfortably.


  With a final jerk, Millicent slipped his braies off over his feet. As she did, she could see that her son’s penis was quickly firming and stiffening as it lay on his washboard belly.


  “He is waking…” she smiled, laying his braies on top of his other discarded clothing.


  “Mother—” Gavin groaned again.


  Suddenly, Millicent stood.


  “Rest, my Son…” she whispered.


  “What?” Gavin complained, watching her as she turned and slowly padded across the room to the curtain hiding the secret door between their chambers. “Where are you going?”


  “Rest, my Son…” Millicent softly said as she slipped behind the curtain…
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  Standing before the mirror, Millicent saw that the sheer silk hid nothing from view. It was the same silks she had worn the night King George had passed. The silks had been his favorite. And now on this night, she would wear them for his son, King Gavin.


  There was another flash of lightning and a following grumble of thunder.


  What she was planning was WRONG! But what else could she do? She knew that Gavin had lustful thoughts for her. She had seen and heard proof of this at the pond. But the tenets?


  Fuck the tenets, she cursed to herself. If the tenets demanded that she fornicate, she would fornicate. It the tenets demanded that she have hot sperm to warm her womb, then she would take that hot sperm from her son, Gavin. If the tenets demanded this, then so be it…


  With an angry toss of her head, she slipped her feet into her slippers and hurried across her chambers to the secret door. Stopping, she took a deep breath to gather herself before she pushed the door open. She could feel her womanly fluids leaking out down between her legs and covering the insides of her thighs with its sticky heat as she walked. Pushing the curtain aside, she looked across to Gavin’s bed.


  And there he was, lying there just as she had left him. He was asleep. Apparently he had not seen through her deceitful subterfuge and hadn’t known she planned to return to his chambers. Gavin’s chambers, now that he had taken them over from his recently-departed father, King George. And now Millicent was about to offer him the rest of the royal possessions that went along with his newly– appointed post…


  And now Millicent would have a royal cock to give her the hot sperm she needed to warm her eggs and womb. Another king’s cock. Her son’s cock. And soon it would be her cock. He was still naked, his big, fat cock insolently lying on his belly. Lying there waiting for her to claim it as her own. Now it was hers for the taking. She would not be committing adultery anymore. But something worse. Far worse. For now it would be Incest—


  Sleep had robbed Gavin’s cock of some of its earlier strength, but it was still swollen and firm.


  Quietly stealing across the room, she crept up to the side of King Gavin’s bed. She stopped and stood watching for several long moments. Watching the slow, steady rise of Gavin’s well-muscled chest while he slept in total ignorance of what was about to happen. Then, slowly, deliberately, she eased herself down on the edge of his bed. Still he slept on. Her heart was bounding in her chest. Her hands were sweating. Her mouth was dry as she sat watching her naked son sleep.


  Reaching out, she gently curled her fingers around the thick, veined shaft of his cock. He stirred, groaning softly. Watching his youthful face, she squeezed him. His eyes clenched tighter. He stirred, groaning again. She squeezed harder, slowly working her fisted hand down the length of his reposing penis.


  Millicent saw his dark eyes slowly open. He stared up into her eyes. Then he blinked. Opening them again, he gasped, his eyes darting down to her small breasts jutting out against the sheer cloth of her gown.


  “Mother—”


  “Yes, my Son…” Millicent whispered, grasping him harder, sliding her hand back up to the crown of his cock.


  Gavin’s widened eyes were staring at the swell of her breasts thrusting out against the sheer cloth of her gown and flared even wider open. After a moment, his eyes flicked back up to hers. Then he turned his head, lifting it and looking down over his washboard abs to his cock only to find her hand wrapped around it. He gave out a soft agonized grunt and dropped his head back down onto his pillow.


  “Mother?” he groaned again.


  “Yes, it is I…” she softly murmured, reaching down, spreading open her gown with her other hand then reaching for his wrist. Lifting his hand off the furs, she slowly parted her legs and laid his hand on her thigh. She saw him glance down between her legs to the tuft of pubic curls covering the tip of her royal belly.


  He seemed unsure of what to do as he looked back up into her eyes.


  “Mother?” he asked, gently squeezing her leg.


  “Touch me, my Son…” Millicent whispered, spreading her long legs wider apart. “Touch me down there. Down there from whence you came, my child.”


  She felt Gavin’s manhood twitch as it firmed and swelled in the grip of her hand. She squeezed him tighter, still slowly working her little hand up and down the span of his elongating cock.


  She could feel Gavin’s callused fingers slowly creeping up the inside of her thigh. She could smell herself now. Smell the pungent, ripe smell of her sex filling the air around them. She wanted him so much. She could feel herself leaking out her readiness. And she could see Gavin was doing the same as his juices were flowing out from the slit in the crown of his cock.


  As Gavin’s hand softly moved higher, she felt his other hand find her small breast, clutching it, fondling it, kneading it through the wispy material of her gown. Then his hand slipped inside the gown and his fingers found her aching, throbbing nipple. She was so sensitive there. Sparkles of fiery excitement were firing off from the nipple, rushing down to her inflamed sex, intensifying the flow of juices from her overflowing cunt.


  Then suddenly his fingers were on the lips down between her legs, softly probing them, parting them, searching for her core. Before she could move, his thick fingers were inside her, pushing up into the clinging softness of her womanhood.


  “Mother—” he groaned pushing his fingers down into the hot clutch of her cunt until they could go no deeper.


  “My son…” Millicent whimpered, clutching herself down around his probing fingers, tightening her cunt’s hold on them.


  King Gavin’s cock was now strong and stiff in the clutch of her little hand. She had almost forgotten what a firm, hard penis felt like. She was becoming faint with excitement.


  Suddenly, the bed lurched, rocking Millicent, dislodging her hold on his cock as Gavin roughly jerking his fingers out of her. Was he going to fuck her? She couldn’t breathe as Gavin pitched up onto his butt beside her. Then he reached out, roughly ripping her gown the rest of the way open. Shrugging her shoulders, Millicent felt the gown go rustling down her back as she waited with bated breath.


  Then his powerful fingers were digging into her waist, lifting her, turning her as he gently dropped her onto her back in the middle of the furs and silks. Her cunt was aching to feel his manliness inside it. She couldn’t wait any longer. She had to feel him inside her—


  Grabbing for him, she found his cock again. Gripping her hand around him, she squeezed hard.


  “Fuck me, my Son—” she wept; tears starting to course down her cheeks as she jerked her legs apart for him.


  “Yes, my Mother—” Gavin snarled, “but first I shall taste thee.”


  Taste me? What did he mean?


  Before she could move, Gavin was crouching down between her long outstretched legs. Taste her? Did he mean? She had never heard of a man doing such a thing. King George had never done that in all of the eighteen years they had been wed. Suddenly, Gavin flopped down on his belly, shoving his muscular arms down under the backs of her thighs. Then she felt his hot, heavy breath on her sex. He was! He was going to touch her there…with his lips. Her heart was racing down inside her heaving chest as she waited for the touch of his lips.


  He touched her. But it didn’t feel like his lips. It felt different. Then she realized it was his tongue as she felt it snaking in and out around her fleshy lips. He was licking her lips with his tongue. She had never heard of such, but it felt amazing. Then all at once, his tongue was on her secret place, touching it, flicking it, fluttering all around it. Millicent had never felt such excitement. Her brain was fuzzy with the pleasure pulsing up from her secret place. How could Gavin know of it? He was a man. Men did not know such things…


  “No man ever before…” Millicent swore, rolling her hips, rubbing herself against Gavin’s flicking, insistent tongue.


  “You taste of cunt—” Gavin growled out against her clitoris as he fluttered his tongue all over it.


  “Yessss-lick it-lick it-lick it—” Millicent panted, her breath coming in labored gasps now.


  She could already feel herself rising to fulfillment. It had never happened so fast before.


  Her whole body was tensing, her muscles trembling, quivering as she struggled to finish. Her son’s lashing tongue felt like a hundred tongues as he flogged it across her jutting clitoris. The pressure inside her loins was building and building. Her cunt felt like it was going to burst. She had never felt this before. Then Gavin’s thick fingers were suddenly inside her sex, thrusting, pushing, sliding in and out of her slippery chute. She couldn’t stop the surge of sweet pleasure that suddenly welled up from her cunt as it collapsed down around his stabbing fingers. Suddenly a gush of hot, sticky juice flooded out of her, splashing onto Gavin’s hand, drenching it, drenching it in her clinging fluids. She was finishing as she had never finished before. She couldn’t catch her breath as her whole body heaved up and down, her hips pattering all around on the furs. She was coming. She was coming. She was coming.


  Then she heard Gavin grunt as he pushed up between her legs, climbing up onto his hands and knees, his stiff, hard maleness jutting out under his belly like a drawn broadsword. Spreading her legs wider apart, she opened herself to him as she grabbed for his mighty weapon.


  “Mother—” Gavin whimpered, lurching up between her splayed-out legs while she guided him down to her vulnerable, weeping cunt.


  “Yessss, my Son—” Millicent hissed, pushing his straining penis down into the folds of slippery, hot flesh.


  Then she felt the blunt, round head of his cock thud up against her sex. Holding onto him, steering him down, she wriggled her hips and felt the head push into her. It was so big.


  The second she felt him push inside her, she let go and heard him grunt. Suddenly, he went plunging down inside her, driving in all the full way until their bellies lewdly slapped together.


  Gavin was inside her! Gavin was fucking her! And he would soon be warming her cold, cold womb with his hot male sperm. And she would be whole again!


  A shiver of perverse exultation shuddered through her body as she collapsed her cunt down around him, accepting him back inside her from whence he had come. It was done. The union was complete.


  “Oh, Gavin, my child,” Millicent wept, curling her legs up alongside him, digging her knees into his ribs, draping her calves down his back and digging her heels into his straining ass. “Fuck me—my Son—Fuck me—”


  “Mother—” Gavin groaned, jerking back then quickly ramming home again, driving into her belly, filling her with his manly presence.


  Millicent had been fucked on this same bed countless times before, but never with this savagery and ferocity. As the bed began to lurch back and forth the ropes underneath began to sing and creak. Throwing her arms around her son’s strapping neck, she pulled his face down to hers as he brutally fucked her. Finding his lips with hers, she crushed herself against him, sucking his lower lip into her mouth, nipping it, biting it, then plunging her sinuous, snaking tongue into his mouth. Their tongues met and curled around each other, twisting and writhing while they fucked like lust-crazed animals.


  Millicent had never felt such love, such passion for another being in her whole life. It was like being fucked by herself. Slamming her heels into Gavin’s bounding ass, she drove him on and he responded. Sweat was beginning to pour off him and Millicent had to fight to keep her legs clamped against his slippery ribs and slashing hips. She had to break the kiss to gulp in great breaths of the moist summer air needed to fuel the frantic fucking.


  The passion, the emotion of it all was just too much and Millicent felt herself suddenly swept off on the wings of another glorious, breathtaking climax. Her whole body went stiff and began to shake like a leaf being tossed about in a summer storm. Her head was filled with all the colors of the rainbow as stars fizzled and burst inside it. She had never felt such ecstasy, such jubilation, such exultation. And then when she thought it could never get any better, she heard Gavin gasp as his whole body jerked and pushed into her deeper than any man had ever before been. As he did, she felt his manhood bound down inside her belly and suddenly her cold womb was inundated with a flood of hot, sticky sperm. Hot, sticky male sperm just as the tenets proscribed. Gavin was coming! He was coming inside her womb. Filling it with his wondrous, hot seed as it gushed out of him in hot, creamy gushes to spill over her eggs, warming them, thawing their frigidness. She was alive again. He had made her whole. Gavin’s hot sperm had saved her.


  “Oh, Gavin, my Son, my King, my Lover,” she wept clutching him, holding him as he continued to pump his creamy essence into her overflowing womb. There was so much. No man had ever been this generous, this forthcoming. She was awash with him. There seemed to be thick, creamy sperm everywhere.


  At last he was finished as his weight settled down upon her. It had been more than she had envisioned. More than she could ever hope for. Life would never be the same for Queen Millicent.


  After a few moments, Millicent felt Gavin slither out of her. Then with a tired groan, he rolled over onto the furs beside her.


  Millicent was a woman again. Gavin had copulated with her as it was so ordained in the tenets. A woman had to copulate often or her eggs would grow stale and harm would befall her. Who could blame the Queen Mother for doing as the tenets so directed?


  “Was it good for thee, my Son?” Millicent whispered, rolling over, snuggling up against him, and tickling the lobe of his ear with the worming tip of her tongue.


  “There are no words to describe it, Mother…” Gavin groaned, reaching over, clasping hold of her breast, gently squeezing and fondling it.


  “Was it as you hoped it would be?” she asked him, slowly trailing her lips down his cheek to the corner of his mouth.


  “It could not have been better, Queen Mother,” he told her, turning his head and finding her lips with his.


  Time slowed and crawled to a stop as they kissed. It was a soft, loving kiss. A mother’s kiss. A son’s returning kiss until at last they broke for air.


  “Are you tired, my Lord?” Millicent softly asked, nibbling her way down his stubbled chin, onto his neck, down to his sculpted chest.


  “I will never grow tired of thee, my Queen Mother,” he whispered as her lips found his small, rigid nipple.


  “Even as I grow old and frail, my Son,” she murmured, flicking her tongue back and forth across his aroused nipple.


  “We will grow old and frail together, my Mother…” he whispered, his fingers twisting her inflamed nipple back and forth between them.


  “Yes, my Son…” Millicent purred, kissing down off his chest onto his belly. “But before we grow old and frail, we will enjoy the pleasures of our youth,” she whispered, her lips pursing around his crown of his shrunken maleness.


  “Mother,” Gavin groaned as the bed softly lurched as Millicent turned to offer her cunt to his lips once again.


  As she felt her son’s hot breath brush across the inflamed flesh between her legs, Millicent lifted herself up onto her all fours and straddled him. Roughly grasping hold of his growing manhood, she lowered her weeping cunt down onto his masculine lips.


  “Taste thy Mother again, my Son—” she hissed, dropping her pussy down on his lips as she plunged her own lips down around his swelling member. Gavin’s twisting, probing tongue was all over her sex as his hand clutched hold of her royal ass. Squeezing, kneading the firm flesh of her ass, he spread her cheeks apart and pushed his fingers down into the cleft of her ass. As Millicent felt his fingers probing the tender flesh between the spread cheeks, she was making loud, vulgar slurping sounds while she hungrily feasted on his stiffening maleness. Then a finger found the pucker of her anus and pushed inside it. There was a tiny pinch of pain, but nothing like the pain she had endured from King George when he had taken her there with his royal penis.


  It seemed like only moments passed before Gavin’s manly cock was stiff and full of vigor once again.


  Letting her son’s spit-slickened penis slip from her lips, Millicent threw her leg back across his face and pulled away from him.


  “Where does’t thou go, my Mother?” Gavin complained, watching his mother as she spun on her knees and quickly straddled him again.


  “This time the Queen Mother shall fuck her King,” Millicent softly laughed, reaching down between them, grasping hold of his cock and lifting it up off his belly. This was something King George would not allow. He had told her that a woman must never dominate. It was the man’s place to be the dominating partner.


  Holding his penis up under her, Queen Millicent quickly fitted the evil, barbed head into the slippery socket of her royal cunt. Then with a soft grunt, she spread her legs out, letting her knees crawl out across the furs as her cunt sank down around Gavin’s uplifted penis.


  “Oh, merciful God—” Millicent gasped as her son curled his hips off the bed and drove up into her warm, wet flesh.


  “Queen Mother—” Gavin grunted, pushing deeper and deeper into her willing cunt.


  “My Glorious Son,” Millicent hissed, pushing up and then dropping back down on him to take him fully inside her clinging warmth.


  It was only moments before Gavin had his hands wrapped around her tiny waist, holding her, jerking her up and down as he furiously fucked her from below. Through her squinted eyes, Millicent could see the strain on her son’s young face as he fucked her with wild abandon. Another sudden flash of light lashed in through the window only adding to the surreal excitement. Then a hammering reverberation of noise crashed down on the castle, shaking it, rattling the windows as the God above unleashed his fury on the copulating pair.


  He was angry, Millicent logically assumed. But they were only obeying His tenets. They were copulating as He had proclaimed they must. She could not let her eggs grow stale—


  The muscles in Gavin’s arms were bulging out as he frantically jerked her up and down on his mighty love-sword, her cunt now a fleshy scabbard for the almighty weapon. The sick, depraved sounds of their fucking were echoing back off the cold stone walls to mock Him. But this was all His fault. If he hadn’t inspired the tenets, none of this would ever have happened. They were simply obeying his commandments.


  “Mother-Mother-Mother—” Gavin groaned out as he threw himself up off the bed, driving up into her accepting warmth as deep as he could. Then she felt him lurch down inside her belly as his healing essences flowed out into her like water pouring over a dam. She came…
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  And so it came to be. King Gavin and his Queen Mother, Millicent ruled over the peoples of the South Lands with fair and merciful hands with their deep, dark secret ensconced in the cloak of their royalty…and they lived happily ever after…
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  The End
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